She was ever swift of foot. She sped like the young
gazelle to the stage-hand in the wing. The Patriarch
sat; a tumult of applause broke forth. She was at the
stage-hand's elbow. He turned to look at her; he was
a man of about thirty-five, prematurely bald, with a
grave, kindly face, and a most beautiful pair of arms.
No doubt he was one of Pappus' handy men, who could
do stage-work and bear a hand, when needed, at
acrobatcy and clownage.

"Please," she said, "do stop up the stage-door. People
will be coming through on to the stage. You saw that
man then."

"I bolted the door just now," he said. "Someone must
have unbolted it. It only needs the bolt pulling."

"The bolt's been taken off," she said. "I've got a
wedge here and a mallet. Oh, do please stop it."

Already he was moving towards the door, with a look
of incredulity. She went at his side. Her speed made
him quicken his step. He stared at the splintered wood
from which the bolt had been wrenched.

"Who could have done that?" he said in wonder.

All the house had risen to cheer again. The speakers
on the stage had risen; all were clapping the Patriarch.

"Please wedge the door before they come through,"
she pleaded.

He looked at her, marvelling at her earnestness and
smiling at this elegant little dark woman, who carried a
wedge and a mallet on to a stage. He pulled from his
belt one of several tools stuck there for instant use. She
thought that it was a butcher's steel, but it was a big
screw-driver. He thrust the flat blade end under the
closed door at the end of the threshold. The blade went
an inch or more into the crevice between the little raised
sill and the door itself. He then took her wedge and
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